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and horses had refused to move;  but instead of
bracing their frightened animals closer to the wag-
gons,  they had loosened their bands and suffered
them to face the elements as they pleased.    Some
of them could  not  stand this  freedom from  the
trace and curb.     For a moment they stood still;
they   sniffed   the   air;   they   shook   with   panic;
.then,  turning   their   faces   from   the  wind,   they
pawed the  wet   ground,   bent  down  their heads,
and went  off madly  into space; a regular stam-
pede, in  the  course of which many  of the poor
creatures would be sure to drop down dead from
terror and exhaustion.     We   could   not  see  the
end  of  our  neighbours'   troubles,  for   the   night
. came  down between us and their  camp, and  on
the instant  slackening   of the   wind, we  wheeled
the waggon round, and trotted on our way.    The
emigrants would have to wait for dawn, to com-
mence their search for the wandering mules and
horses;    some   they   would   find   in   the   nearer,
creeks, where they happened to first shelter from
the   driving    storm;    others    they    would    have
to   follow   over   ridge  and   gully,   many  a  long
mile.    Once  in   motion, with  the  hail  and wind
beating heavily on their backs, horses will .never
stop; will climb over mountains, rush into rivers,